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CHAPTER TIT.

BEFORE six o'clock all was prepared. Besides the postilions,
Lausanne engaged several guides. I think we must have
been about six hours ascending, certainly not more, and
this does not much exceed the usual course. I had
occasion on this, as I have since in many other conjunc-
tures, to observe what an admirable animal is man when
thrown upon his own resources in danger. The coolness,
the courage, the perseverance, the acuteness, and the
kindness with which my companions deported them-
selves, were as remarkable as they were delightful. As for
myself, I could do nothing but lean back in the carriage
and trust to their experience and energy. It was indeed
awful. We were almost always enveloped in mist, and if
a violent gust for a moment dissipated the vapour, it was
only to afford a glimpse of the precipices on whose very
brink we were making our way. Nothing is more terrific
than the near roar of a cataract in the dark. It is horrible.
, As for myself, I will confess that I was more than once
fairly frightened, and when the agitated shouts of my com-
panions indicated the imminence of the impending danger,
I felt very much like a man who had raised a devil that he
cannot lay.

The storm was only on the lower part or the mountain.
As we ascended, it became clearer. The scene was absolute
desolation. At length we arrived at a small table-land,
surrounded by slight elevations, the whole covered with
eternal snow. Cataracts were coursing down these hills ill
all directions, and the plain was covered with the chaotic
forms of crumbled avalanches. The sky was a thick dingy
white. My men gave a loud shout of exultation and wel-
comed me to the summit of Simplon.

Here I shook hands and parted with my faithful guides.